Digital Cacooning 
Just a crack at the door 
A slither of bright 
An awash of reality 
Just Waiting out there for me 
And I just can't bring 
Myself to be 
To step outside 
My safe space of fantasy
Some have tried 
To save me out
And instead they die 
Within this cloud 
Which never resides 
But intergrates and multiplies 
Until nothing is real
Only fantasy gone digitized 
This is who I am 
To not be a person 
But rather 
A collection of versions 
Of divergent thoughts that posses me
In this dark age inside my head 
I am a slave to never leave this place
With my door so bolted instead

 
